The Life and Death 

i rneane the EarleofWiltffitre^y^Gww, 

Ser, What are they dead ? 

Card They are. 

And Bullingbrooke hath feiz’d the waflefull King* 

What pitty is it, that he hath not trim’d 
And dreft his Land, as we this Garden, at time of yca K , 
And wound the Barke,the skin of our Fruite-trees, * 

Leaft being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe ? 

Had he done fo,to great and growing men. 

They might have liv'd to beare, and he to tafte 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughesmay Jive; 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which wafteand idlehoures,hath quitethrowne downe. 
-SVr-VVhat thinke you the King fliall be depos’d ? 
Card. Depreft he is already, and depos’d 
*Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night 
To a deare friend of the Duke of Tartiy 
1 hat tell blacke tidings* 

^w.Ohl ampreftto death, through want offpeaking: 
Thou old Adams likeneffe, fet to drefle this Garden : 
How dares thy harfh tongue found this unplcaling 
What .Ez'fjwhat ferpent hath fuggefted thee, (newes? 
To make a fecond fall of curled man ? 

Why do’ft thou fay King Bichard is depos’d? 

Dar’ft thou, (thou little better thing then earth) 

Divine his downefall ? Say where, when, and how 
.Cam’ll thou by this illtydings? Speake thou wretch. 

GW.Pardon me Madam* Little joy have I 
To breath thefe newes; yet what Ifay,is true; 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bulltngbroeki f, their fortunes both are weigh’d; 

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities,that make him light; 

But in the Ballanceof gcc&tBullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifh Peeres, 

And with thatoddes he weighes King Richard downed 


of Richard the fecond. 

Pbft you to London, and you’l finde it fb, 

I fpeake no more, then every one doth know. 

r 0 h,. Nimble mifchance,that art fo light of foote, 
Dothnot thy Embaffage belong to me t 
And am I laft that know it ? Oh thou think’ft 
To feme me laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thyforrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe. 

To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 

What,wasl borne to this? that myfadlooke 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bullingbrooke l 
Gard’ner, for telling me this newes of woe. 

I would the Plants thou graft’d may never grow. Exit, 
Gard. Poore Qpecne , fb that thy ftate might be no 
I would my skill were fubiefl to thy curie : ( worfe. 

Here did fhedropa teare, here in this place 
He fet a Banke of Rew,(fowre Herbe of Grace:) 

Rue,ev n for ruth, here fhortly fliall be feene. 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queene. Exitl 


Onarti 4 s 0 Selena Prima . 


Enter as to the Parliament, Bullingbrooke, Attmcrlc t Nor~ 
thumberland,Percy,Pttz.-lVater,Surrej i Carltle, Abbot 
of, W efimintt er. Herauld, Offer o», and Bagot. 


Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind, 

VVhat thou doll know of Noble Gloflkrs death 
Who wrought it with the King, and who perform’d 
I he bloo d y Office of his ti meleflc end. 

Bag. Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 
ful. Cofin, Hand forth and looke upon that man* 
f ag. My Lord vAumerle,\ know your daring tongue 
Scornes to unfay what it bath once deliver’d* 5 * 

inthat dead time, when g letters death wasplotted. 
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